This was an absolute lie and Semper knew it. Madame
wanted to see whether the pictures taken of her delayed
arrival were in the evening papers. She pursed her lips and
took a stand in the door.

"There's a man wants to see you/' she said glumly.

"Whatman?"

"A gentleman. Looks nice, too."

"How did he get backstage?"

"That I don't know. He says he has an appointment with
you."

Madame's knees grew weak for a moment. Antony, she
thought. He's come after all. "Did he say his name?" she
asked feebly.

"He did, but it sounded as if he was just joking. He calls
himself Rameses the Second. He said just to say: Rameses the
Second to see you. He said to say just: Cairo, Mena House."

Madame slackened with disappointment. Old Johnson
again, she thought; as if I had time to spend this precious
intermission listening to more of Peter's complaints. "Tell
him I'm busy," she said.

"Yes, but------" Semper stalled.

" Go, tell him. What are you waiting for ?3 * Madame sang in
her most gentle voice. " Go, angel, get me the evening papers."

"Go and look at the album," said Cyril after Semper had
disappeared.

"What's that?" Madame asked, handing him his glass. -

"That's what Goopy calls it. When she was a little girl
and her mother wanted to talk to her friends, she was always
sent away: Go and look at the album."

Madame was amused.  "And you say she has no sense of
humour," she said. "I think Katzerl can be very funny,"
"Do you know her well?"

"Quite well------" said Madame.

"Then I don't have to explain so much. She is so full of
inhibitions, her soul is a junkyard of bent and broken and
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